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Excuses, Excuses 


Author's Notes: 
The simplest explanation is probably the right one. The dirtiest explanation is definitely the best one to dwell on. 


"Oh fuck Ti - oh my God - " 
Richie stopped in his tracks, raised an eyebrow at the closed door, and turned to Jon. "How long?" 


Jon folded down the corner of his newspaper to look at Richie. "How long wha - oh, them? | don't know. Long 


enough." 
"He's been yelling like that the whole time?" 


Jon just went back to reading his paper. Of course he had. David was a screamer, as they'd learned over the 
last twenty fucking - literally - years. He'd yell and scream himself hoarse and everyone but Tico had to 
pretend they didn't know why he couldn't talk. Richie stepped up and pressed his ear to the door, furrowing his 


brow. 


"| think Teek's got David on all fours on the couch." 

"Yeah, | thought so.” 

He straightened up and went to sit beside Jon. "Is it creepy that we know that?" 
"Yog" 

"Ti - Ti - Oh Jesus- " 

"He sure says Jesus a lot" 

Jon raised an eyebrow. "So?" 

"He's Jewish." 


Jon snickered. "If you go back up to the door, Tico's swearing at him in Spanish. You might learn something you 


can use to impress a chick." 


Richie perked up a little, then sank back onto the couch. "Nah. That makes it kind of weird when | piss Tico off 
and he yells at me in Spanish. | don't think he's figured out yet why | can't keep a straight face." 


"Nice, Rich." 

‘Oh my God, Teek!" 

"Don't you think it'll be kind of obvious we were listening if they come out here and we're staring at the door?" 
"Yep. Why do you think | have this?" Jon handed Richie the sports section. 

"Ooh, good thinking." 

"I think that's another sign we're creepy." 

"Probably." Richie flipped open the paper to a random page. 

"Teek - Teek - TICO OH MY GOD!" 

"Ah, finished," Jon said casually, over a few more hollered obscenities from the other room. 


"Louder than usual." 


A little more swearing filtered through the door, and the low wordless grumble of Tico's voice. Jon and Richie 
got their snickering under control just as the door opened. 


"Oh, uh, hi guys." David's voice was a hoarse croak. 

Jon and Richie folded down the corners of their papers at the same time. 

"Hey," Richie said. 

"Jon?" The word barely came out. David cleared his throat a few times. 

Hm?" 

"Would it be okay if | didn't sing tonight? My, uh, my throat - " 

Richie bit his lip to keep from laughing, disguising the few chuckles that escaped as coughs. 


"No problem, Dave." 


